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Everything for money 


Author's Notes: 
It's my first fic. Be gentle please. Quite weird for a first, but i had the idea in my head since 3 o'clock in the 
morning. English is not my first language, i'm learning. So, when there are mistakes please tell me. | do not own 


any of the characters out of Steve. And this is truly pure fiction 


Back in the day, in 1982, Metallica wasn't much a known band. Their first album was on the market, for not too 
long and, they needed money. A company of butter was searching a singer to sing a song for their new 
commercial. Lars had read about it in the journal, and thought that it was a good idea. He told it to James, 
trying to incite him to go, since he's the singer of the band. But James thought that it was the stupidest idea 


ever. After all, its just a commercial for some fucking butter. 


- Aww! Come on James! Screamed Lars, that'll be funny! You'll sing and everyone's gonna hear you in the 
focking USA. This commercial is presented on the television 


- How much do we get for that? Asked James who was sitting at the table in the kitchen listening to Lars 
babble. 


- Well, not much but it's better than anything.. 
- How much? 

The tall blond man cut him angrily. 

- 50$ 

WHAT? 

- Yes but.. 


- | won't do this Lars! Do it your fucking self man! | seriously don't give a shit for a song about butter that'll 
only get me 50 fucking dollars. 


James sat up and left the kitchen, leaving Lars with a new idea. If James didn't wanted to do it, then he would 
do it himself. 
The next day, he arrived at the studio where they were supposed to record the song. Some other guys and 


girls were already there, being auditioned. Lars was so absorbed in his thoughts that he didn't see his turn 


come. 
- Next! 

A man, that looked incredibly bored and sleepy was sitting at a table in front of Lars. 
« | guess he's the one listening to the auditions» 

- Hi whats your name, why are you here and sing me something. 

- My name is Lars Ulrich, | need money cause .. 


- Alright you're the one! We take you. Go through this door, on the other side you'll meet Steve, a tall guy 
with brown hair he'll tell you what to do. 


The man was writing his name on a paper : Larsse Ulrik . 


- But you didn't even listened to me sing! Said Lars angry, You don't know if l'm a great singer! And that's not 


the way my name's written 
- Miss Larsse, you have a pretty face, so just go behind this door. 


- What? I'm not a miss l'm a.. 


- Go there or you're out! 

- Okay... 

Lars's cheeks turned pink and he passed the door. Like the man said, the dane found a tall man with brown 
hair. He was sitting in a chair, smoking a cigarette. Reminding him a bit Cliff, but with glasses. 

«weird» 

- Hi, so you're our singer? The stranger said. 

- Looks like that. 

- Come here. 


Steve sat up and brought Lars to a lectern with papers on it. 


- These are the lyrics of the song. I'll make you hear the melody once and you'll try to sing it. I'll be behind 


this window at the console, trying to record. Put these headphones on , and I'll give you other directions later. 
Lars started to read the words while Steve was walking to the record machine. 
« James was right. These lyrics are so focking dumb.» 

- Here comes the melody! Said the engineer troughs the speakers. 

The dane listened to it. 

«it's even dumber.» 

Fortunately for Lars, since it was a jingle, the song was about 30 seconds long. 
- Alright, the singer you're ready? Asked Steve. 

- Yeah yeah! 

- Butter commercial take number one! 

*music starts * 

- A little pot of butter is better for the health! BU-U-TTER! 


Lars was singing so loud and badly that they stopped him. 


- You began too late, said Steve. 
- You sure? 


- Yeah, I'll show you once okay? You have to count before you sing, 1,2,3,4 a little pot of butter is better for 
the health understand? 


- Yeah that's what | did, | understand. 

- Okay so do it then. 

*music sta.. 

- A little pot of butter is better..! 

- NO! It's too early! You have to count to four! 

- yes but.. 

- | count up to four and you follow after that okay? 1,2,3,4.. 
- 5,6,1,8.. sang Lars happily. 

- NO! NO! oh god.. 

Steve was starting to lose his mind. 

- | did what you told me. 

- Jimmy are you still here? Asked Steve. 

- Yes! But don't count on me man! 

- Jimmy PAGE! Screamed Lars that couldn't believe it. 
Jimmy took the back door studio and left. 

- Alright the singer, let's try it again. 


- A little pot of butter:! 


- No, that was a bit too late, 

Lars was starting to lose patience too. 

- Okay then! You're focking stupid commercial you can put it in your... 
- Sorry? 

- No no, that's not what | wanted to say .hehel 


Lars started to blush, and laugh nervously. Steve walked straight up to him and hit him in the face for his 
dumbness. Suddenly, Jimmy appeard: 


- Hey man! 

- What Jimmy? Asked Steve. 

- Do it again! Its incredible! 

- AHI 

Steve started to hit Lars again, and that day rap rhythm was invented. 
When the dane came back to the apartment, where Metallica was living, he immediately ran up to James. 
- LOOK! | have the 50$! 

- What happened to you face? 

James was worried. 

- oh well, someone hit me, but | invented rap rhythm and | met Jimmy Page! 
The blond man lifted an eyebrow. 

- Yeah sure. Come here, I'll take care of you. 

- Its true ya' know! 


James put an arm around Lars's hips and led him to the bathroom. 


End. 


